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Fal. Do fo, for it is worth the Iiflning to, thefc nine In Buc- 
krom, that I told thee of. 

Prin. So, two more already. 

Fal. Their points being broken, 

‘ Toynx . Downe fell his hole. 

Fal.?> egan to giue me ground. but 1 followed me clofe,came 
infoote and hand,& with a thought, feuen of the eleuen I paid. 

Prsn.Q mcnflrouslclcuen buckrom men growne out oi two? 

Fat. But as the diuel would haue it,threemil-begotte knaues, 
inKenda.ll grccne.cameacmybackeand let driue at me,forit 
was fo darkc, Hal, that thou couldft not feethy hand. 

Prin. Tliele lyes are like the father that begets them, grofle 
asamoutainc,ope palpable. Why thou clay-braind guts, thou 
knotty -pared foole,t!iou horfon obfcenc greafic tallow catch. 

Fal. What? art thou mad? art thou madj is not the truth the 
truth? 

Prin. Why, how couldfl thou know thefemmin Kendall, 
greene, when it was fodarkethou couldftnot (ee thy hand? 
come tell vs yourreafon, What faifl thou to this? 

Toy. Come, yourreafon Iacke, your reafon. 

Fal. What, vpon comptrtfion? Zoundes, and I were at the 
fl r appado, or al the racks in the world, I would not tel you on 
compulfion Giue you a reafon on compulfio? ifreafonswerc 
as plenty as blackebmies,! would giue no man a reafon vpon 
compulfion, I. 

Trin. lle beno longer guiltie of this finne. This fanguine 
coward, this bed-prelfcr, this horfe-back-breakcr, this huge 
lnl of fleih. 

Fal. Zblcud youflarueling,you elfskin,you dried neats tong, 
buls-pizzel, youflockefifh : O for breath to vrtcr/whatislike 
thee? you tayici s yard, you /heath, you bowcafe,y ou vile /lan- 
ding tucke. 

Prin. Wei, breath a while, and then to it againe,& when thou 
hall tiied thy felfe in bafe cornparif6s,heare me (peak but thus 

Poy. Mark e, Iacke. 

Prin. Wc two,faw you foure, fet on fourc & hound thcm,& 
wercmaiflers of their welthrmai ke now how aplaine talelhall 
put you downe : then did wee tw© feton you foure, and with a 
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word, outfac’d you from your prize, & hatid i't,ye%3c can Hiew 
it yoa here in the boufe : and Falfialffe, you carnctl vonr gurs a- 
wav as nimbly, with as quick 'dexreritv',& ( oared formercy,($c 
Hill run &roare,as eucrl heard Bid-calfe.Whataflauc art thou 
to )uclc thy fwbrd as thcvl-hafl donc,& then-fay it was in fight? 
What tricke? what deuice ? whaf flatting liole canll thou now 
find out, to hide thee frorn this open and apparant lhame? 

Poin. Come lets heare/toj’e.wliat tricke hall thou now? 

Falf. BytheLord,Iknewyeeaswellas hee that made yee. 
Why heareyoumy maiflers, was it for mee, to kill the Heire 
apparant? Should Tturne vpon the true Prince ? Why, thou 
knowelil anris Valiiht as Herciilu: but beware inflinff thc Li- 
pn wilUiot touch the triic Prince, iriflinfl is a great matter . I 
was a Coward on lnftinft, I (haH'thinkfc the better of my felfe, 
and thccjduringroy lifej I,foravaliantLion,and thou fora true 
Prince : but,by the Lord, Lads, I am glad you haue the-Money. 
HofteCe,clap to the doo^,.^at]£h‘'^tti|bt,^fay tomorrow : 
Gallants, Lads,Boyes, Hearts of gold, all the cities of good fcl- 
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'a If.' Ajriorii^e'dfidiatJT^&thpu’ louell trie Enter Hofleffe. 
Hof . (Jlefui'my Lord the Prihdel 
Prin. How now my Lady the Wfieffe , what faifl thou-to me? 
Hof. Marry. mv L.thereisaNoblemanofthccourtjatdoore 
; a oiild'fpeake with you i he fayies, he comes from your father. 
°f- Prm. Oufehim as Vnti^hyas Will make him a Roy all man, and 
fcntl him backe ag’ahie torny mother. 

Fal, What manner of manis he? 

Hof An old man. • 

Fal. What doth grauitieoutof his Bedatmidnight? Shall I 
uc him his anfvvcre? 
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ffrin. Prcdieedoe/^e. 

Falf Fay th, and lie fend him packing. Exit. 

Frm. Flow firs tbirlady you fought Zaire, fo did you Veto, fo 
did ypnflardofyou are Lion's too, you ran away vpon inflintt, 
you will hottoucii the true Prince, no fie. 
c Bar. F ay th,I ran when I faw others runne. 

E. Prince*- 
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